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works as The Spy and The Pioneers, and hold my tongue.
I must be allowed to express to you in a few words how
grateful I am to you for the deep interest I was made to
take in your two stories, and to say something of the de-
light and variety of delight they gave me.
I know that reading is now a sort of fashion, and that
the great object is to be first in the fashion, and in order
to do that, to be the first in getting a new publication, the
first in getting thro' it, the first to talk about it, the first in
talking about it, to shew that from the time we took it in
hand we were mainly intent upon the way in which to
make it clear how much cleverer we were than the author,
and how much better we understood his business than he
himself did. Now this is selfish and insincere, and tho' it
may sometimes help one to be ingenious, it is pretty sure
to nlake him unsound. To an honest man, who reads a
book for the good it may do him, it gives the heartache to
be obliged to listen to the overmuch talk of this kind, so
that in his fits of impatience, he sometimes almost wishes
he might say with eloquent Leatherstocking, "I never
read a book in my life." As I am not one of these active,
ambitious spirits, nor of the number of those who read as
"Hiram Doolittle" planned, by the "square rule," but
read simply to be improved and entertained and made
comfortable, I always feel more or less of gratitude
towards the author who does this for me. And if he fills
my mind with material beauties, and stirs me with the
eloquence of the passions, as you have done, I long to tell
him of it. No man can be so moved without being brought
into something like a relationship with the writer—a
relationship of minds;—a very convenient sort of rela-
tionship, too, for the author, as he may acknowledge it or
not, just as he pleases.

